"SETTLING MY  HASH"
The thing was as ludicrous as it was ugly — an In(jiar clay-idol might have cracked into smiles of derision ovei its artistic qualities.
Then Mr. Owens, bursting into encomiums over its desirability as a hanging for the drawing-room walls of 2 modest little retreat, caught my frown, and continued " Er — er, or perhaps you'd prefer it as trousering? " then delightedly: " Yes — yes, you're quite right, it is a neai thing — cut full at the knee, eh ? Close at the foot, yes yes, I see, regular peg-tops — great idea! I'll send yot a pair at once. Oh, good Lord I what have I done! ] — I — mean, I'll have a pair myself, Mrs. Swansdown cut from this very piece of your sweet selection ! "
Ah, well! that ended the scene so far as my help went The shrieking audience drowned my noise for a time but, alas, it recovered directly, having no hysterics tc battle with, while I buried my head deep in the sofa-pillows and rolled and screamed and wept and bit m} lips, clinched my hands, and vainly fought for my self-control ; while all the time I saw a pair of trousers cui from that awful wall-paper, and Mr. Owens just bulgec his white shiny eyes at me and pranced about and rejoicec at my downfall, while the audience, seeing- what th< trouble was, laughed all over again, and — and — well " my hash " was very thoroughly " settled," even to th< entire satisfaction of Mr. Owens's self.